I mused on the chase with the Fenians, and Bran,
Sceolan, Lornair,
And never a song sang Niamh, and over rny finger-tips
Came now the sliding of tears and sweeping of mist-
cold hair,
And now the warmth of sighs* and after the quiver of
lips.
Were we days long or hours long in riding, when,
rolled in a grisly peace,
An isle lay level before us, with dripping hazel and oak}
And we stood on a sea's edge we saw not; for whiter
than new-washed fleece
Fled foam underneath us, and round us, a wandering
and milky smoke.
And we rode on the plains of the sea's edge; the sea's
edge barren and grey,
Grey sand on the green of the grasses and over the
dripping trees,
Dripping and doubling landward, as though they would
hasten away,
Like an army of old men longing for rest from the
moan of the seas.
But the trees grew taller and closer, immense in their
wrinkling bark;
Dropping; a murmurous dropping; old silence and that
one sound;
For no live creatures lived there, no weasels moved in
the dark:
Long sighs arose in our spirits, beneath us bubbled the
ground*
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